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and stationing herself as nearly opposite to the
mid-channel between them as possible. She
dared not venture out to us, so that we directed
our stem towards her as a sailing mark. From
the waving of the pilot, who stood up in her
stern, we occasionally edged to star-board or to
port, and fortunately guided the vessel through
the centre of a dangerous and narrow strait
called the Boghaz, or bar of the harbour.
On our right, the sea beat against the rocky
base of the town, as if it would shake its firmest
foundations: on the left, over a range of reefs
which appeared like the ruins of former build-
ings, roared a line of breakers that would have
swept away the strongest works of man; and on
both sides of us the billows flung their whitened
foam into the skies, as if the elements them-
selves were contending in warring rage against
each other; while our bark, flying with every,
press of sail through the mountainous waves of
the centre, was thrice swept by seas breaking
over her stern, which, though they accelerated
her motion, made her stagger beneath their
pressure, as if she never would again obey the
power of her trembling helm*
The bars of Lisbon and Oporto, both of
which I had seen during a gale, appeared to me,
as far as I could recollect, much less terrible than
this straitened pass into the harbour of Soor,